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, a Cavalier of St George, and a highly-talented regimental
commander."
The lieutenant's fervent adulatory words provoked a
delegate representing one of the active service regiments to
remark :
" And I tell you we know all about his talents ! A fine
general he is ! He distinguished himself all right in the
German war ! He'd never have got beyond a brigadier if it
hadn't been for the revolution."
" How dare you say that, when you don't know general
Krasnov ? " the lieutenant answered in icy tones. fc And
how dare you talk like that about a general who is universally
respected ? You appear to have forgotten that you're a rank
and file cossack."
The cossack was overcome with confusion, and muttered :
" All I say, your Excellency, is that I myself served under
his command. On the Austrian front he ran our regiment
up against the barbed wire. And so we don't think much
of him. But, of course, he may be quite different 1 "
" What do you think they gave him the Cross of St. George
for ? You fool! " Pantaleimon hurled himself on the front-
line man. " You've got into the habit of grumbling; every-
thing's bad, you can't stand anything. If you'd talked a
little, less there wouldn't have been all the mess we're in
now You magpies ! "
All the Cherkass district was solidly in favour of Krasnov.
The old men liked him : many of them had served with
him in the Japanese war. The officers were delighted with
his past; he was a Guards officer and splendidly educated ;
he had been in the Imperial Palace and the Emperor's
suite* The liberal intelligentsia were satisfied with the
circumstance that he was not only a general, but also a
writer whose stories of officers' life had appeared in
various journals, so that although he was a military man
he was cultured.
So when, on the third day of the Council, a tall general
strode on to the platform, the hall broke into a thunder of
handclaps and cheers. This general, youthfully handsome
despite his years, posing in a picture-postcard attitude, his
chest covered with crosses and medals, his face expressing
his agitation, seemed to many of those present a first faint
revival of the former Imperial might*